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when her husband was run over by a motor bus just
as he was stepping out of the office after insuring his
life.

HARVESTER: [Laughing.} You fool, Maurice.

MRS. TABRET: I don't think you know Dr. Harvester.

[The two men shake hands.
HARVESTER: How d'you do?

LICONDA: Mrs. Tabret tells me you're a very good doctor.
HARVESTER: I take great pains to impress the fact on my
patients.

MAURICE: His only serious fault is that he thinks he can
play chess.

LICONDA: Don't let me disturb your game.

MAURICE: It's finished.

HARVESTER:   Not at all.   I have three possible  moves.

[Making one.} What do you say to that?
MAURICE: Mate, you poor fish.
HARVESTER: Damn.
MRS. TABRET: Have you beaten him?
MAURICE: Hollow.

NURSE: Shall I put the chess things away?
MAURICE: If you wouldn't mind.

[She takes the board and the chessmen and puts them

away, while the conversation proceeds.
LICONDA: I won't keep you up. I'll just swallow my drink

and take myself off.  I really only came to say I was

sorry I couldn't come to dinner.
MAURICE: There's no hurry, you know. Fm not going to

bed for hours.
MRS. TABRETJ We're really waiting up for Stella and Colin.

They've gone to the opera.

LICONDA: I'm a night owl   I never go to bed till I can
help it.